I   WONDER

I WONDER when will women know the glories they

suggest to us:

If I were fit to sing to them of all that they inspire.
Their dalliance to open up the Kingdom of the Blest

to us

Would still be no less graced than hers who had a
god to sire.

For queens they are, forgetful of the weight their

brows has belted,

No longer crowned above us all by aching diadems;
Some god put Lethe in the cup wherein the pearl was

melted;

And golden heads have still to hear that Troy
went down in flames.

It surely cannot be that I, alone of men, remember
The old mad grandeur and the days of glory gone

to waste;
Because here Beauty gleams as fair as boughs rimed

in December,

And witless wears the ribands for which helmets
were unlaced?

And yet they look as though none heard what for-
tresses were wrecked for them.
What armies squandered, for a smile, the sister of
all Force;
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